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THE LITTLE GATE.

By KATE JORDAN.
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son finds his coffee hurriedly the next
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3 ing the game as
m had directed, but Andrew was
p card.

hink-

he was t

ing The other
are hodcarriers him.’

showing be-
izor-like cap

tariight. The ru board hid the
driver and was to act as a
screen agalnst the wind, but frritating

gustg rushed in around angles and sawed

his nose. He was carried along the
empty, ghostly High street. The theater

was dark to-night and the pecple wer®
housed like hibernating animale. Near an
giectrio lamp one of his posters, that the
wind had partially ripped from its piace,

fiapped loudly with the sound of a wet |

sall, and half hid the passionate, weary

face of Fabia Leighton, but Henderson,
peeping from the shade of his cap, saw
it, and he snorted. Not coming. Indeed?
Hang such impertinence! She thought
Can~ iians barbarians, perhaps, not worth
courtesy. Well, she had met her match
in Nussbaum. Nussy™ ocrtainly wase
“a peach” when it came to managing a
woman.

The sizigh stopped before a frame house
in the suburbs overiooking the river. It
was very small and decrepit, with slant-
ing, snow-fringed roof, and sunk in & cup

{ of snow to its first-floor window Below
it the water was frozen to a crysta] plain |
| where f{rost-gtrapped boats threw gro-|

huge, chained crea- |

tesque adows, as if
j tures walted patiently there,
puising on each
eyes,
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| Women don't ifke that sort of thing.
They're long on the sanctity of home,
nd that doesn't seem to have kept
Leighton awake nights worrying about

They'll only
to find she's not
pers say and to see her clothes.
me think, by way,” he sald. subsid
ing to a narrative tone. “I heard the full
of

g0 to the show hoping
&s handsome as the pa-
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story her first husband the other day
from a man in New York.” He shot out

his “Poor devil!”
always is a first husbang In
hese cases, and always a poor devil,”

aid Andrew, lighting his pipe and bend.

& drowsy look on ithe red stove. “A
ng time age, of course?’
“Oh, anclent historv—even befors she
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with a vigor that m
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nderson asked sweetly wi
healthy magenta.

1're €0 terribly nice to
“I Dbelieve I've
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“No.; You're going to
Henderson bent over
drew's knee. “I'm not

bouguets at myself, you
| just this once ask you i
{time to time been a frie
ou have from time
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Just that. Don't be modest,
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some other place, what shoul
done but for fiddling now

in your orchestra when any
along? TYou know and I know.
Out with |
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Henderson beamed and
drink.

““Well, there’s a bit of a yarn first.
know Fabla Leighton was booked to co
here for to-morrow night In “Romeo and
Juliet." ™

too
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“Oh, ves, she fse—but I’

thig last night from Nussbaum, } man
ager. ]

Henderson flung down telegraph
forms and stared dramatically at Andrew,
while he read them. The pale face op-|

posite himg had two excited eyes and two |

the
n

—town clamoring for her. As for

drew of their distress——"

thane—""

Andrew began to remonstrate

than
vaguely.
“But what of the littls French hood-

lums at 3 cents apiece to stand waving
flags in a double line as the depot, sing-
ing thelr funny French version of our na-

i Henderson asked with a grin of derision.
“And the leading citizens—arethey—7"
Andrew's face was serious as he paused

“Fakes, t00,” Henderson finished tri-
umphantly. “Why, look here, could we

get a leading citizen t0 do more for

explain, I got!’

he | man yourself,
'

tle French orphans—oh, Ia-la’-
Gretchen wandering up and down t
street’ is a rhinestone to the Kohinoor
compared to the heartrending picture Il

ad

a baby

He was aiming to
to land a "Caval-
Bat he didn't
try again. Then
died, and then
ng sbe liked
the mirror and
got a chance,
man who was
i, and chucked him.”
drew. 1 see.”

like turning ower
the stage. He

the deuce and

to
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net

diamonds,

gréew vehe-
are not women
names in

The pipe hanging from Andrew's lips

had gone out
“How can we tell? How can any one

t any one else”™
ge goes on in each of us,

moment

you I kKnow that sort,” Hender-

“A mixture of money bag

that's all.”

es were almost closed. He

1 pipe from his lips. “T won-
‘T’d like to know.™

wall

asserted.

e sald

| “Know what?”

I? the ever thinks of the man who
went to the devil.”
gave a big laugh. “Well,

find out, son, if you get

do for me. I'm fak-
citizens and you can

cold, overwhelmingly calm.
i often been impressive to Henger-

son, this shabby, sweet-faced man whe

Z‘;xad come among them from England fif-

Andrew bent forwarld He went sud-| A,'a"-s before and who had BU¥FL ex-
denly pale, his gentle face took on a|P.2:0ed himself. Whatever his history,
ghostly touch of attenmation. “Was|800d or.bad, there was one thing sure,
booked?" he repeated anxiously. “Then|2Rd Henderson feit it now more than
she's not coming?™ . | ever before—he was more than & gentle-

he was a gentle soul, “the real,
ue blue article.” as Henderson expressed

it

his ¢

hamed for having suggested
in his trick.

do it, Henderson. I can't

explain fully. I'm sorry, but I really

couldn't,” Andrews said quietly.

burning Spots under them as he finished. | “N0,” Henderson muttered, “you could
The papers fell and he waited without a { not. I was a fool to imagine you could.”
word. ‘He stood up. “It's different with the

“Well. it's all arranged.” said Hender- | others—scalawags, every one of them.
son. “I sent a telegram that cost me $14 | They see the joke of playing gentlemen

{in dress

its that ten to one they'll stea]
I don't watch 'em: but you, a gentie-
Andrew, vou couldn't—and
I don't

call it off.
He plunged again into his ulster. An-

“There is no orphan asylum nearer |drew stood with open distress In his face,

| moistening his lips nervously.
“Henderson, give it up,” he gently im-

plored. "It seems a shabby trick to play.”
“Give it up? I'm not quite crazy. If

; Leighton got here and found she'd beea

{fooled you couldn’t drag her into” the
onal hymn: ‘Que Disu Garde ie Roi” "

theater. I know these =poiled theatrical
folks; they think they own the earth.
Well, they don't own Tom Henderson,
and they'll find it out.”
As he picked up his cap Andrew said:
“Wait”” Then he paused as if trying

Makes |

English provinces before she |

He'd

happen—fallure |

— that's aill they care|
a morsel of heart in thelr

he|

not only &ay by day, but mo- | §

brings me back tol

jto find words, as if afraid of saying one
| wrong one, or one too many. “If they
jare to fool her, I'd rather be the leader
{and realiy greet her—really, Henderson.
| You see,” he stammered, as Henderson

Leighton than pay the advanced price for
! a seat for one night? If he wanted to, his
women folk wouldn't ist him She’s not
the =ort of woman popular with the

parties—not at ali—married too often and | knew her once. 1
toe successfuily.” He began counting on| “You dig? Foxy! Why didn’'t you say
his fingers. “Divorcee twice. Twice a{so”" Henderson shouted. “So much the
reel widow, first of an Austrian count|better. Tell her you've become g million-
and then of an American millicnaire. 'zire here.” He selzed Andrew's hand and

knew her very weil.”

Browning cluobs and progressive euchre!stared at him in delighted silence, T
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]'mzng it unt!i he winced. “You'll make
(it a go, you wilL.”
l “I have wwo copditions, however,” An-
jdrew added, his soft eyes lighting. “I
{ Wear my own evéning clothe . you under-
{stand. As 1t happens, they're the best
ithings I have. And she is never to know
that I'm not what I seem to be. You give
me your word?”

“Don’t you worry about that. That
,I-’Om!se is yours. Why, it's fully under-
| stood that for the sake of the rest of the

Canadian engagement Leighton s never
i to suspect. The papers are with me to &
| man—TI've settled ‘em. The little game
i will only last about twenfy minutes at
{ the station. She won't get here till near
| dinnertime, &nd in weather ke this we'll
| have the piace to ourselves. So that's al
right.”

Henderson thought it wise to depart on
the last seif-assured words of the com- |
{ pact, but before the sireet door closed on |
{ him he put his head in agaln. i
“Just one thing. You do need a real |
| nobhy coat and cap or she’ll tumble sure. |
{ Now, they're a little big for you; but wiil |
{ you take mine? You don't mind wearing |
| mine, Andrew?” i
’, “What! This new, lustrous wonder, the |

i shot coat of t town!" He smiled In-|
dulgently. *“All right. T'l borrow your|
magnificence, Henderson. If I run off|

| with the goods, just remember you tried
me beyond my strength.” {
Left alone, he went dreamily into the|
|

i

| sitting-room and came again into the hall
He pressed his fingers to his eyes, drew

{them down his face and took a big
Ihrea::a He was like a somnambulist
awaking in an yuynfamiliar place. For
more than 2n he e=at before
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the the had become
almost >, and Henderson was
surprised to receive a telegram
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ked like brittle things!
about to shatter a tear on the cheek bhe-
C he breath congealed |
ir unprotected lips; |

home-coming
was movement -in|
her times, except fcr.

mning as if for life, |
white stretches given |
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Andrew went down t orm, bewil- |
dered, but meeting Lel o young Eng- |
I:sh secretary, came out of the maze and
made a diffident request to be allowed tof
speak a few words to her in behalf of his|
| feilow-townsmen

“If sh not asleep,” sald the secretary.

%

she didn't
" with a

her eyes last
nt, confiden-

<

she says that of every night.
ease. What name?

r. Andrew Brett,

the—the chairman
the committee wishing
e said,

D greet her,™
the excited beating of his heart
i voice
e an appraising glucei
nink ulster and cap, and |
the boxes of flowers, retreated
the car. After what seemed a
|iong time he returned

i
i ; for a moment.” |
} foliow him into a place of|
! warmth. The perfume of hello-|
; if from a garden. g
! scent,” he thought,

st rushing over

kim. He If his heart
continued to act in this mountebank man-
ne: how could he find voice to spesk to

|her as a guished citizen should?

The piace was unlighted, and through
the windows, hung w rose silk agd ar-
rowed high with frost, the station lights|
were hazy specks. The noise outside was |
fused into a murmur as if from a sea. |
He saw a tall figure In a rosy cloud rise

slowly, felt a thin, very hot hand for a
isecond in his own, and the languishing
{ contralto that he remembered sald some
{words of greeting.
! He tried to answer, but the volce kept'
isinging in his brain, and the scented,
| warm air after the benumbing coid seem-
1ed to chain his senses. She walted. He
{ was silent. She thought pim a provincial
iperson overwhelmed by his personal con-
jtact with her, and sank down agam
| wearily

“I wish I could say I liked your weath-
er,” she said aimiably, “but I don’t. Tell
me, i3 it often as cold as this frightful
jday?™
The electric lighte flgmed up sharply
{ under the rosy shades, dotting the long,
| satin-padded car-like hanging tulips. The
flash was so vivid she put up her fingers
with an annoyed gesture to shelter
eyes.

“Heavens'" shc murmured, half turning
from him, “T don’t want—"" but the sec-

tary had gone.

Their eyes met then. A long, iong look
of recognition followed, and each saw in
it many things that the vegyrs had put in-
to graves. He was not the amazed one
and he was not the first to move. He
gazed about with caution, and bent down,
‘h:s lips trembiling.

{ TAre you giad to sse me—as glad as I
{am to see you, Fanny?”

The name seemed to stab her. She gave
& littie lurch forward, held out one hand
to him, but her head hung very low,

“Say it again,” she said with yearning.

"Fanny." s

“Fanny'!” she echoed, and putting her
other hangd over his, she looked up, laugh-.
ing In a feeble, foolish way. “Fanay!
Oh, David dear, dear David, what mil-
Hons of Hves I've lived since then!"

She laughed again, hear head rolling
{ agalnst the high back of the chair, but he
saw she was weeping, too.

“Bé carefyl” he whispered, hearing a

'
4

the |,

{ eyelids end lines like

{ of laughter till
{ came back to

sat there leaning again
{ slowly picking the moss
I thought of you, I wa

has all been lived through

to the papers. We don't want them  to
make paragraphs about us.”

She rose quickiy brushed the te
back, and her -eyes fashed under the
worn eyelids.

“You're right. If they’d heard you call
me ‘Fanny! ™ she finished with a con-
clusive wave of the hand, then evad him
longingly. *“Bad for you, teo, David? Let
me look at you™ She heid him off.
“You're one of the big men here. Rich,
eh?

“Yes,” he said, “I am a rich man.”

“Is the music finished?
made your fortune some other way.
ber, I suppose, up here?”

“Lumber,”” he nodded, adding,

Lum-

1 sti

iplay for pleasure.”

“You would,” she said dreamily, her
fingers stroking the shining fur sleeve in
ar absent way. “Wife, of course—very
fashionable. Daughters, too, eh? Or is it
a son off at school? Have you these
things-as well as a fortune and a new
neme?” A benignant look deepened in
her eyes. “Oh, 1 want to hear that you

have everythingz. I've thought of you &1

great deal lateiy—that I might one da
meet you—and I dreaded finding you poo
lonely. That would have hurt me te
ribly.

“l am very fortuhate,”

he sald stead-

fly. “T've all the blessings you speak of.’
“I'm 8o glad,” ske said joy
with 2 droll look: “A wife w

know me, of course—the sort
call a Phiiistine, perhaps. Ye
boy, I wasn't ecriticising,
quickly. "“T've come
Philistines hold 1
used to sneer at them in
—~she sat down on the gr
i eyes held a dream a

*

to

came
F grarcic
ner art, she said
“Fou'll take off
on

your |}
please’

Brett
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with me—y
I have a 1i

The wonderful int o er
and he sat opposite her e I
i what was in their he r

confidential

a
them, the rest
pink giloom
were strewn
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She seemed

ment

to grow
ihe Woman

down the cheeks went
giri he d known with
eves t crinkied

. only

h

i the satin skirt and
herself, when she
and then her own n his, youth s
{ the spirit of ¢ evil poverty ¢
counted no sorrowy; and love that m
wakings to precarious morn
things of la: and the cosv shy
hts a time for the of dreams
breathed their rapture

to

I went down to Kent

It's an awful thi t 1t, to De
sorry when it's ail over, when the pain

“But the deing sorry ls good,” he sai
cheerfully.
It was an enchanting hour, the best in

Of course, you |

tj thing he loved best, gave him his da

life crewded into sixty minutes.. But when
the ciock struck 7 the sedness on which
finality is founded, that companions every
“last time” stole with a reminding chill
over both. But a few moments more and,
this tete-a-tete ended, they would sepa-
rate. Almest beyond doubt they would
never again stand face to face upon this
earth. And yet during these precious mo-
ments they were sfient for the first time.
EHe stood up to go before she spoke.
! “T'i¥ miss you." She rose, too, and gave
him both hands. “You're the only one
I—Fanny. I daren't
elf off the stage any more than on
i{t—no woman can—except perhaps tc one
{ other soul, and you're that one to me.”
{ She laid her hand with 2 man's frank-
{ness on his shouider. “I'm a puszle to
myself these last two years, David. I
used not to look back—didan’'t care. I care
now. I have ugly moods, a horrid tem-
per, but I go away by myself and cry.

{that knows the rea:

| be mys

dop wow, and that's-why I shail thank
God I've seen you s0 happy and success-
ful. Why do I feel like this?" she asked
simply. “Why did I go to Milly's grave?
| Why am I glad that you've forgiven
ime? Is it this™  and parting her somber

And these?” She dragged her fingers
down her cheeks. "Is it just that I'm
der because I'm not so nice—because
n growing old?”
! He wanted to draw her to him to pet
ner as If she had been a child troubled
| by life's first questions, but he held her
hand with dignity, with just the amount
| of fraternal interest that might be per-
mitied a distinguished citizen.
“1 don’t think it's that. I've my theory.
t's better than yours. You've learned the
, that's all We've both
In life, Fanny, we pass under
¥y gates, and towerd the close, on the
side of the hill we come to the

It's the smallest of 3ll, and our
r bend low to pass ugder it
Ah, my dear, that little, I‘ttle gate™ He
| Sa¥ tears soften the glow af her evese as

{ She eagerly K
humility, Fann
Once ¥
inking =

stene

“It's the gate of
leads to a quiet
ok into
! on the
gate—batiles d honorg
dreams—we value rightly.
Only one peace counts

m, al

he

we lelt
n

erstand all, forgive al
i2sp, a long one, and they part-
At the 4 he oo ack. She was

with one

I g on
, gazing after hi

Here eves bless-

k
narew his habit
nex:t m

ray with new 1
to steam s?r-w!::,'pz;!. I }‘
stepped into the street. It izas still
ensaly cold, b the snow that had
len during the night had taken the

high ridge
m the mar-
he cilmbed it siowly,
raccoon coat tightly

of the town, a

his worn

te chimerical

above the other on the heights: the
W that every gust sent whirling
ade showers of

the Was spread, & 1
pink and tender green a

sun was red; the =il

thrilled and rever-
nsft 3 A

iwas r
thankfu

ing

iness, kad health: music. the

bread; he had
had

a

3 e
o h I

asal

few fai {riends; and
forgiven an ancient wrong

18 just

ips moved to prayer, as, standing mo-

tionless on the height, he saw the full
day burst e world, making every
spear of back resy lights and

aer
the

into sight ng the whiteness
with sooty smoke twisting back along its|
en From where he watched, it

! seemed a small, secretive thing that ha
1ged to the
| scurry away before any
| His gaze followed th
had rounded ¢
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Once I didn’'t mind that you suffered. I |

ir he $aw a line of white at the roots. |

the |

across chest
When he gained the top he seemed to
have reached an enchanted d. A deli-
cate rose color imered over the snow
that aked under his feet like spiin- |
S; the rime draped trees, with
I-flecked, metalic lace, tr nsform-

castles sparkling |

blessings, his right to|

and burfed the phantom of an old hate. |
Peace wag his, marvelous and sweet. His

sound somewhere. “Everything is news

MISS IVY LILLIAN CLOSE.

The girl whose plcture is here shown won the prize as * e most beautifu’
woman from 15,000 coutestanis in Englsad. This is a reproduction of the
picture which won the prize. Miss Close is engaged to marry the pho! .gr
pher whe took the picture.

——

TRAPPED FOR ASTO

First White Born in Duluth
Is Still Living.

!
i

INDIANS HELPED HIM TRAP

Eastace Roussain, Seventy Years
012, Still Clings to Land Reclaimed
in His Youth—Many Changes Seem
by the Aged Settler in that Region
Which Is Now Thickly Populsted.

:

Duluth, Minn, May 15.—Eustace Rous-
szin, of Fond du Lac, is the first man of
caucasian blood born in Duluth.
| His father, Francis Roussain, was agent
ja: the old fort at Fond du Lac for Iphn
! Jacob Astor and for many yeers traded

|furs with the Indians on the St Lou

i River and In the Vermilion comntry,

| When Eustace was born, in 1838, there
;were no settlers on the present site of
{ Duluth, and all the white men in this
| part of the country made their headquar-
iters in the Indian village of Fond du Lac.
{On their return from trapping expeditions
they traded their furs at the store oper-
ated by Francis Roussain, and the Httle.
village was the commercial center at the
nead of the lakes.

Eustace lived at the fort with his par-
ents until he was sixteen years old. Hig
father then thought he was old enough o
be educated, so he engaged passage

for

him on a fur-trading sailboat from the
{héad of the lakes to Detroit. From De-
jtrolt he went by rail to Montreal, whers

{ be attended school for three years.
| He returned to Fond du Lac
his school career

i helping his father in

t the end
work

adout

!
{of and

{the farm. At odd tir ught somse
of the Indlans to read and was

| & great faverite with the

Began Trapping at Twenty.
Wken he was about

twenty

years

*h

ere

AQTIm s
countr

| Roussain set out trapping
ihelp of his Indian friends =oo
|&n expert. At that time

{ deer, wolves, moose, bear,

| wildcats on the woods near Fond
and Roussain made the y 1
{ West Duluth and his hom
territory. He caught fiany h
of fur-bearing

dollars’ wort

! ais along the stream

|

anim

i that now bears the name of Kesnes
{Creek. Mink were plentiful on the creek
ai that time and s Tan-

ning “into tI

Roussain eol nis father ana
| pped down the lakes to th
He made several trading

Lake, a distance
he old Indian

the valuable

money n

t ost of it In improving the
farm he had settled on
This farm was later
town which now
old man is stili

claimed from
| was a boy.

Minn., is named, was a trade
lage when Roussain was a2 boy and wasg a

{ great friend of Roussain, sr.
Indians Always Friemdly.

the

Ind

Indians were al-

ways friendly to the whites at the v
and that he had n heard of any trou-

{ biew between :
lakes. He can dist
“Bill"" Nettieton settied on his claim and

at the head of the

¥ remember when

{put up his house, at about where Third
| avenue east is now, and he says Nettle-
i ton's house was t it Du-

{luth now stands.

He also remembers when the first set-
{ tiement was estab Minnesota
{ Point, just below where street

stre

Superior

{is now. Roussain was trapping here be-

| fore the beaver were exterminated and
| he says that up until about forty years

ago there wers many beaver about four
miles back of Duluth

Roussain’s father died thirty yearsago,
|and Roussain has lived with his sister
Cecllia at the old place ever since. He

{ has a niece, Cecilia Durfee, who is teach-

ing school now in Fongd du Lac.
Within the memory of Roussain a good

in the St. Louils
Lac, and In the

sized island has formed
River opposite Fond du
hern

case of the Northern Power Company
against the Chambers he testified as to
whether the ieland wag there 2ll thatime
or had been formed st he could re-
member. He has seen the face of the

earth change in several places along th
river.

Roussain never married. He Is stilk
hearty ang comes into West. Duluth three

or four times a year to visit old frlends
He is known by all the oid residents. and"
has 2 host of {riends in West Duluth.

RATTLER BREAKS UP SCHOOL.

Five-foot Snake Wriggles Along in
Front of Children.

Mouitrie, Ga., May 15.—The appearance
of a rattlesnake in the schoolhouse a®
Centerville recently started a panic. A
large five-foot rattler wriggled naif-way
across the schoolroom, making his way.
for a corner {n which were several
dred. The zlarm was given and pande-

1
Clili=i

monium followed. Teachers and pupils
vacated the room, giving it up entirely

to the snake.

There are n¢ large children in this
school, and the teacher is a young woman, '
so there was no one to challenge the rat-
tler, Some of the children ran to ths
home of D. N. Thorne, who heard the:
story with some misgivings, imaging that
a chicken snake had frightened the ohil-’
dren. He took his gun however, and®
went to the rescue and found a sure-
enough highland rattier in the house and
attempting to get up on the seats in a
corner of the room. One shot from the
gun dispatched the reptile, but it was not
possible tec reorganize the school or re-
sume studies and recitations,
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University Faculty Angry.

Des Moines, Jowa, May 15—The annual
edition of the Quax, Drake University's
student publication, has been confiscated
by the faculty and its editors threatened
with expulsion unless two objectionable
cartoons are withdrawn. The edition was
published at a cost of $£3,600 and the stu-
dent board of editors finally agreed to
expurgate the edition and the cffensive
cartoons of Dean Frederick Norton and
Miss Bessie Gringrad, student in the
medicai department, were cut out of
1250 coples. The cartoons reflected upon
Dean Norton’'s methods in class and Miss
Gringrad's criticisms of certain mem-
bers of the class. :
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Bread that Intoxicates,
Fyom Leelie's Waekly.

Throughout the eastern part of Siberia
it Is no extraordinary sight to ses peas-
ants in hilarious stages of oxication,
breught on by eating bread. In the region
bstween the sea and the river called
Missouri the humidity of the climate as
wel as the soil is remarkable. In many
pacts the humidity is so intense that
» there grows upon ears of corn a species
 fungus. As a resuit of this, the bread
made from the corn gives all the results
of an overdose of aicohol. Whole districts
are sometimes inebriated by this strange
kind of “alcoholic bread.”
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